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Tfcc comic all EiSlorie of 

Loren. Let sin, and there expeft their commtfrg. 
And yet no matter : why fhould we goc in. 

My friend tephen, fignifie / pray you 
within the houfe, your miftres is at hand, 
and bring your mufique foorth into the ayre. 

How fweet the moone-light fleepes vpon this batike, 
heere will we fit, and let the founds ofmufique 

creepc in our eares foft ftilnes, and the ni"ht 

become the tutches of fweet harmonic : ° 
fit I ejjtca, lookehow theflooreofheauen 
is thick inlayed with pattens of bright gold, 
there’s not the fmalleft orbe which thou beholdft 
but in his motion like an Angell fings, 
ftill quiring to the young cyde Cherubins J 
fuch harmonie is in immortall foules, 
but win 111 this muddy vefture of decay 
dooth grofiy clofo it in, we cannot heare it: 

Come hoe, and wake'Diam with a himne, 

with fweeteft tutches pearce your miftres eare, 

and draw her home with mufique. play A-faJtejue. 

IeJJi. I am neuer merry when I heare fweet mufique. 

Loren. The reafbn is. your fpirits arc aftentiue : 
for doe but note a wild and wanton heard 
or race of youthfull and vnhandlcd colts 
fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neghingloude, 
which is the hote condition of their blood, v. 
if they but heare perchance a trumpet found, 
or any ayre of mufique touch their eares, 
you ihall perceauc them make a mutual! ftand, 
their fauage eyes turn’d to a modeft gaze, 
by the fweet power of mufique : therefore the Poet 
did fiine that Orpheus drew trees, ftones, and floods. 
Since naught fo ftockifh hard and full of rage, 
but mufique for the time doth change his nature, 
the man that hath no mufique in himfelfe, 
nor is not moued with concord of fweet founds, y- 
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the Merchant of V enicc. - 

,he motions of his fpirit are dull as night, 
an d hisaffeaions darke zsTeretm : 
let no fuch roan be trufted : marke the muhque. 

Enter 'Tortta and Nernjfa. 

Por. That light we fee is burning in my hall : 
how farre that little candell throwes his beanies, 
fo fhines a good deede in a naughty world. 

JSfer. When the moone fhene we did not lee the candle e 
Tor. So dooth the greater glory dim the lefle, 
afublfitute fhines brightly as a King 
vntill a King be by, and then his ftatc 
empties it felfe, as doth an inland brooke 
into the maine of waters : mufique harke. 

Ner. It is your mufique Madame of the houfe 2 
Tor. Nothing is good I fee without refpeft, 
rfie thinks it founds much fweeter then by day 2 
Ner. Silence beftowes that vertue on it Madam 2 
Tor. The Crow doth fing as flveetly as the Larke 
when neither is attended : and I thinke 
the Nightingale if foe fhould fing by day 
when euery Goofe is cackling, would be thought 
no better a Mufition then the Renne 2 
How many things by fonfon, feafond are 
to their right prayfo, and true perfection : 

Peace, how the moone fleepes with Endimion, 
and would not be awak’d. 

Loren. That is the voyce, 
or /am much deceau’d of Portia. 

Por. He knowes me as the blind man knowes the Cuckoc 
by the bad voyce 2 

Loren. Deere Lady welcome home i 
Por. We haue bin praying for our husbands welfare, 
which fpeed we hope thebetterfor out words: 
are they return’d 2 
Loren. Madam, they are not yet : 
but there is come a Meffenger before 
to fignifie their comming 2 
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